My Brother

tw: ¥. Lewis Etaler. 1980

Chry watched the bitter struggle. not oue rame to bis side,
As seronds passed like hours, he must bave mondered why,
And deep inside ¥ see bim, his blood upom my arms,
bespite my cries to sane him, he was heygond lifes harms,

And still they watched uncaring, mere fun for all to see,
Chey didn't know bis geatle laugh, this burts too great to be,
Chen from my arms they pulled him, They tried so much, and get,
We knew it simply was too late, my God, so much reneet,

And now from their cold fares, their lack of help, their fear,
Chey knew what they bad doue, their eyes were filled with tears,
I ragivg neisy silence. with all so slow around,

Zhe sobs, the muflled voires, broke through this killing groun,

And on thry struggled for bim, to de mbat be could not,
%is brart, his breath, his blood, dear God, why was he shat,
Chen sirens soulfol wailing. the s;umbds of running {eet.
¥ only we could sawe bim. No, . . . uot deaths defeat,

Aud then the lines of blue, blark bands upon our chests,
With rracks of rifle fire, we tonk him to his cest,
A bistant wail of taps, too much our hearts to bare,
hrpmwu men, momen, brothers, sisters, mith sohs expressed our rare,

This hurt inside still touches, ¥ bear bis childrens oy,
#e'll always line inside me, mhy Did he bawe to dir,
Aud by his death lined others, surh was the price he paid,
By badae he was my brother, be's with me eoeryday.

fui loving memory of my brother, Emilio Migares



